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DEDICATION 

To  those  who  may  find  some  solace  here, 
A  message  to  strengthen  or  to  cheer. 

If  lonely  be  their  fate, 
To  those  who  mourn  for  a  life  laid  down. 
To  those  who  have  won  the  hero's  crown. 

This  book  I  dedicate. 
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FESTUBERT 
(O  GRAVE,  WHERE   IS  THY   VICTORY?) 

During  the  Battle  of  Festubert  one  company  of  Scots  Guards 
pushed  ahead  with  such  speed  that  it  was  cut  off.  .  .  . 
Two  days  afterwards  the  bodies  of  eighty  men  and  two  officers 
were  found  lying  in  the  open,  with  nearly  200  dead  Germans 
around  them. —  Vide  Morning  Post,  May  29th,  1915. 


FESTUBERT 

(O   GRAVE,  WHERE   IS  THY   VICTORY?) 

Upon  the  battlefield,  where  late  the  roar 
Of  cannon  answered  cannon  and  the  earth 
Shook  as  in  terror,  while  the  rending  crash 
Thundered  to  Heaven,  arrogant  with  death. 
The  evening  mists  creep  forth  to  wrap  the  slain 
In  a  chill  shroud.    Through  shattered  woods,  where  lie 
The  silent  forms  amid  the  blasted  trees 
And  shell-torn  glades,  the  winding-sheet  is  drawn  ; 
The  mighty  Mother  of  them  all  performs 
The  honours  of  the  dead  while  moonlight  floods 
The  fields  in  silver  glory,  pierces  through 
The  drifting  veils  and,  like  a  halo,  lights 
Each  quiet  face.     Borne  by  an  errant  breeze 
An  echo  seems  to  linger,  faint  and  far, 
A  song  of  triumph  from  the  Paradise 
Of  heroes  who  have  died  for  honour's  sake. 
Beside  an  orchard,  where  the  blossom  floats 
In  scented  flakes,  strewing  a  snowy  pall, 
There  rests  a  gallant  company,  aloof 
And  proud  in  death.     They  have  not  died  alone. 
For  round  them,  like  a  bulwark,  grimly  piled 
Their  quarry  lies.     Outnumbered  by  the  foe, 
On  every  side  besieged,  they  held  their  ground, 
Fought  to  the  last,  undaunted,  and  so  fell. 
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In  royal  state  they  lie ;  their  enemies 
Their  guard  of  honour  form,  silent  and  stark, 
The  trophy  of  their  arms.     Their  battles  past, 
They  take  their  rest  as  faithful  warriors. 
While  for  their  requiem  the  winds  of  God 
Murmur  amid  the  blossoms,  and  again 
That  mystic  hymn  is  wafted  from  the  stars. 
Theirs  is  the  victory,  for  they  have  won 
Through  glorious  death  to  immortality, 
And  in  the  Armies  of  the  Lord  of  Hosts 
They  strive,  with  us,  against  the  Powers  of  Hell, 
Our  comrades,  still  in  arms. 


i6 


THE    FIELD   OF   HONOUR 

Upon  the  field  of  honour  lie  the  dead 

In  silent  companies.     With  wings  unfurled 
The  Reaper's  shadow  darkens  all  the  world, 

And  God  has  seemed  to  turn  away  His  Head. 

Across  the  land  the  glare  of  war  is  shed, 
And  fiendish  hail  relentlessly  is  hurled 
On  plain  and  city,  whence  the  flames  are  whirled 

To  Heaven — and  our  sons  in  vain  have  bled. 

So  spake  I  in  my  anguish,  but  behold  ! 
Upon  the  wind  a  song  of  triumph  rings 
Victorious  and  strong.     The  arching  wings 

Of  Death's  bright  Angel  flash  in  burning  gold. 
And  where  lay  silent  forms  there  glows  the  flame 
Of  matchless  glory  and  immortal  fame. 


17 


IN   MANUS   TUAS,  DOMINE 
(BELGIUM,  1915.) 

Silence  of  death,  no  sound  of  timid  bird 
Fluttering  in  the  branches,  singing  low 
His  winter  carol  to  the  leafless  trees ; 
The  land  lies  desolate,  her  villages 
And  homesteads  razed  to  earth.     Upon  the 

fields 
Her  sons  lie  very  still,  nor  heed  the  rain 
Which  whispers  in  the  stubble  ceaselessly. 
As  though  the  tears  of  God  in  agony. 
Watching  His  murdered  children's  martyrdom, 
Were  striving  to  efface  the  stain  of  sin. 
The  western  sky  glows  redly  as  the  sun 
Bursts  through  his  shrouding  veils  for  one  brief 

glance 
Upon  a  ravaged  land,  then  hides  his  face 
Once  more  in  mourning  clouds.     The  wrack  is 

flecked 
With  crimson,  like  the  blood  of  innocents 
Pleading  for  vengeance,  and  upon  the  earth 
The  sullen  pools  are  dyed  with  mirrored  red. 
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Jagged  against  the  glooming  sky  there  stand 

The  broken  columns,  violated  walls 

Of  God's  cathedrals,  desecrated,  mocked, 

Yet  beautiful  in  ruin,  and  the  winds 

Sigh  through  the  shattered  arches,  wailing  low, 

Sobbing  in  desolation.     On  the  air 

The  echoes  murmur  faintly  through  the  night. 

The  souls  of  little  children,  foully  slain, 

Seem  whispering  to  Heaven  of  the  crimes 

Of  devil-driven  man.     Their  pain  is  past 

And  they  have  found  their  rest,  but  for  their  death 

A  price  shall  be  exacted  by  the  Judge 

Of  base  humanity.     The  sunset  fades 

And  from  the  firmament  the  sombre  clouds 

Troop  towards  the  west  before  the  rising  wind 

Which  moans  through  broken  forests.     Stately  trees 

Lie  shattered  by  the  iron  shells  of  death. 

Their  columns  torn  and  splintered,  sinking  down 

Into  the  sodden  soil.     The  peaceful  moon, 

Breasting  her  passage,  swanlike,  through  the  drift 

Of  melting  cloud-wreaths,  pours  her  tender  light 

Upon  the  fields,  the  martyred  fanes  and  homes, 

In  quiet  benediction,  and  the  stars 

Peer  down  in  timid  pity.     Merciful, 

The  night  envelops  in  a  kind  embrace 

The  weary,  prostrate  land,  and  murmurs  low 

Tidings  of  comfort  to  her  fainting  soul. 

A  brighter  day  is  dawning,  when  the  powers 


IN   MANUS   TUAS,   DOMINE 

Of  Hell  shall  meet  their  overthrow  and  Right 

Be  mighty  in  the  world.     God  does  not  sleep, 

And  He  shall  raise  the  victim  from  the  dust 

And  crown  her  conqueror  who  trusts  to  Him. 

The  land  shall  bloom  again,  and  where  the  bones 

Of  heroes  lie  their  spirits  shall  rejoice 

To  see  prosperity.     Through  anguish,  tears 

And  desolation  shall  the  souls  of  men 

Be  brought  to  greater  splendour,  purified 

In  sacrificial  fires,  and  their  King 

Shall  lead  his  people  to  a  glorious  peace. 
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THE   CONQUEROR. 

(BELGIUM,  1916.) 

O  Lord  of  Evil,  pitiless  in  power, 

Mighty  art  thou  !     See  where  the  broken  land 
Lies  drenched  in  blood  beneath  thy  ruthless  hand, 

Besmirched  and  withered  as  a  trampled  flower. 

Then  range  the  Earth  in  this  thy  chosen  hour ; 
Mark  how  the  sacrificial  flames  are  fanned 
By  eager  worshippers  at  thy  command. 

And  ruin  has  become  a  Nation's  dower. 

By  murdered  innocence  and  tortured  age, 
By  nameless  deeds  of  violence  and  shame, 
Thy  faithful  servants  glorify  thy  name, 

Aid  thee  thy  war  against  mankind  to  wage. 
O  Lord  of  Evil,  lo  !  thine  hour  is  fled  ! 
The  Great  Avenger  reigneth  in  thy  stead. 
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THE   WHITE   COMRADE 

(F'ounded  on  various  reports  from  the  Fighting  Line.) 

No  rest  from  pain,  no  hope  of  succour  yet 
For  fevered  wounds  throbbing  in  agony ; 
The  sun  stares  down  serenely,  pitiless, 
Upon  the  baking  stubble,  and  the  dust, 
Rising  in  clouds  where  falls  the  iron  hail, 
Drifts  over  parching  lips  to  torture  them 
With  hideous  thirst.     Ah,  for  a  single  drop 
Of  water  in  the  torment  to  allay 
Such  misery  as  Dives  bore  in  Hell ! 
Would  that  a  falling  shell  might  put  an  end 
To  agony  and  let  the  soul  go  free. 
Spurning  the  broken  body  !     But  they  still 
Fly  wailing  on  their  passage  and  the  sun 
Beats  down  relentlessly  from  cloudless  skies. 
No  hope  of  rescue  till,  in  mercy.  Night 
Shall  veil  the  field  in  shadow  ;  and  each  hour 
The  agony  increases. 

Was  that  gleam 
Of  white  a  moving  figure  or  some  strange 
Delusion  of  the  brain  ?     No  living  man 
Might  walk  unharmed  amid  the  bursting  shells, 
Yet  comes  the  figure  nearer,  searching  still 

25  c 


THE   WHITE   COMRADE 

Among  the  dead.     His  head  is  bent,  his  eyes, 
Compassionate  and  sad,  seek  patiently. 
Closer  he  comes ;  a  hand  is  slipped  beneath 
The  throbbing  head,  his  tender  fingers  touch 
Each  unbound  wound — and  peace  flows  in  upon 
The  anguished  soul.     Forgotten  is  the  pain, 
The  roar  of  battle  and  the  quenchless  thirst ; 
Unheeded  now  the  burning  rays  stream  down. 
In  deep  repose  the  quiet  spirit  finds 
The  peace  of  God. 

At  length  the  shadows  fall. 
And  with  the  darkness  comes  deliverance, 
Their  comrades  seeking,  rescuing  the  maimed. 
The  Unknown  rises  from  his  ministering. 
And  on  his  hands  are  bloodstains,  and  his  brow 
Is  splashed  with  blood — his  own.     Old  wounds  are 

they. 
New-opened — and  his  feet  are  bleeding  too. 
No  more  unknown,  He  stands  among  the  dead, 
A  Man  of  Sorrows  still,  twice  crucified. 
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LOVE  AND   HELL 

There  is  no  Hell  for  such  as  love  the  Lord. 

All  things  are  His,  all  places,  Hell  itself. 

To  be  with  Him  is  Heaven,  and  Hell  itself 
With  Him  is  Heaven  to  such  as  love  the  Lord. 
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HOLDING   ON 

(This  incident  occurred  near  Loos,  October  191 5-) 

Not  theirs  the  glory  of  the  onward  rush, 

The  mad  joy  of  attack,  the  heart  too  high 

To  reck  of  pain  or  note  the  havoc  wrought, 

One  thought  alone,  to  slay  and  still  to  slay, 

Driving  the  foe  until,  in  swirling  waves 

Like  billows  tossing  in  a  mighty  storm. 

They  swept  to  victory.     Not  this  their  part. 

Only  to  hold  the  hard-won,  scanty  field 

Bought  by  their  comrades'  blood.     The  price  was 

great, 
But  would  be  greater  ere  the  sum  was  paid 
In  full.     Not  theirs  to  win,  but  should  they  fail 
To  keep  that  strip  within  their  grasp  their  shame 
Would  scorch  them  as  a  coward  act  would  sear 
A  brave  man's  soul.     The  Chalk-Pit's  pallid  walls, 
Steep-sloping,  made  such  refuge  as  might  be 
Against  the  hail  of  death  ;  no  sheltering  trench. 
No  cover  for  their  heads  had  they,  but  clung 
Blindly  to  man  the  ragged,  crumbling  fringe 
Of  grass,  stark  to  the  pitiless  shells.     Three  days. 
Three  hellish  nights  without  relief,  their  food 
But  what  they  carried,  for  no  bearer  came 
Alive  through  that  infernal  veil  of  fire 
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To  bring  them  meat,  their  drink  the  kindly  rain 
Which  fell  in  floods  as  striving,  but  in  vain, 
To  quench  the  flames  of  battle.     Beaten  down, 
Half-maddened  by  the  crash  of  bursting  shells 
Which  hailed  upon  them  ceaselessly,  no  hand 
To  help  a  stricken  comrade,  still  they  strove 
To  do  their  glorious  part,  but  dwindling  fast, 
Men  falling  all  around,  some  wounded,  some 
Sinking  from  utter  weariness,  the  heart 
Driven  to  death,  finding  a  blessed  peace 
Amid  the  strife.     The  wounded  crept  away 
Into  the  hollow  of  the  pit  to  die. 
For  none  could  bind  their  hurts,  and  some  there  were 
Who  could  not  drag  their  weary  bodies  back, 
And  died  where  they  had  fought.     And  now  the  fringe, 
Their  only  parapet,  struck  by  a  bursting  bomb, 
Would  crumble  into  fragments,  hurling  them 
Down  to  the  bottom  of  the  bloodstained  cup. 
And  up  once  more,  slipping  upon  the  chalk. 
Stumbling  over  the  dead  and  dying,  back 
They  laboured  to  their  posts,  speechless  and  spent, 
Crazy  with  insupportable  fatigue. 
And  sometimes,  when  the  brain  of  man  no  more 
Might  bear  the  agony,  they  gained  release 
From  misery,  for  madness  came,  and  so 
Their  pains  and  their  exhaustion  passed  from  them. 
They  too  found  peace  in  strife.     And  one  there  was. 
One  who  could  not  lose  consciousness,  whom  Death 
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Would  not  in  mercy  claim,  one  who  endured 

Until  he  could  no  more,  yet  could  not  die. 

He  went  to  meet  the  Angel  .  .  .  Who  shall  blame  ? 

Their  vigil  ended  at  the  last,     Rehef 
Came  to  the  few  who  still  remained,  who  stared 
With  glazing  eyes,  who  moved  like  dying  men 
And  slowly  dragged  their  leaden  limbs  from  out 
That  Pit  of  Death.     Then,  down  the  sodden  road 
They  staggered  blindly,  sobbing  as  they  went, 
Their  hearts  half-broken  by  the  long  ordeal, 
Sobbing  like  little  children  overwrought, 
But  not  the  less  of  heroes  for  their  tears. 
No  battle  had  they  won,  no  famous  dash 
To  victory  was  theirs,  but  they  had  done 
Their  duty,  had  fulfilled  their  awful  task. 
What  more  could  England  hope  ? 
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AN   EPITAPH 

They  fought  and  fell  as  heroes,  but  they  lie 
Unknown,  unheard  of,  all  their  gallant  deeds 
Veiled  and  enshrouded,  lost  as  the  wind-borne  seeds 

Whirled  from  the  shore,  which  seaward  drift  and  die. 

Above  their  quiet  graves  the  breezes  sigh, 

Mourning  their  sacrifice ;  bright-blooming  weeds 
Spring  up  to  clothe  the  tomb  of  him  who  heeds 

No  more  the  whispering  winds,  the  night-bird's  cry. 

No  earthly  crown  of  glory  may  they  wear, 
No  place  for  them  upon  the  Scroll  of  Fame, 
But  in  the  Book  of  God  each  hero's  name 

Is  writ  for  ever.     In  His  sight  they  share 
The  victor's  garland,  and  in  England's  heart 
With  those  of  highest  fame  they  have  their  part. 
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THE   QUEST 

"  He  died.     We  could  not  save  him."     How  those 

words 
Ring  in  my  memory,  a  hopeless  chant, 

Monotonous,  incessant,  "  Could  not  save ." 

Ah,  God,  why  hast  Thou  taken  him,  my  friend. 

The  truest,  kindest  heart,  the  influence 

Which  hedged  me  from  the  lurking  enemies 

Of  weak  humanity  ?     I  cannot  pray, 

Petition  seems  an  ineffectual  cry 

To  One  Who  turns  away  and  hears  me  not. 

His  life  I  begged,  though  all  my  other  pleas 

Might  henceforth  be  unanswered  and — "  He  died"- 

I  care  no  more  for  life.     If  Thou  wilt  not 

Release  my  soul,  I  snatch  the  death  I  crave. 

I  will  not  live  alone. 

The  air  grows  chill 
As  though  the  frosts  of  Death  are  closing  in 
Upon  my  heart.     Has  God  indeed  replied 
To  my  rebellious  cry  ?     A  gleaming  form 
Appears  before  me,  clothed  in  dazzling  veils. 
His  face  I  cannot  see  ;  the  glory  streams, 
Unbearable,  upon  me,  and  my  eyes 
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Fall,  blinded,  from  his  robes.     "  Presumptuous, 
Thou  temptest  God.     Yet,  in  His  mighty  love, 
He  has  withheld  thy  punishment.     If  still 
Thy  friend  thou  seekest  and  art  rebel  yet. 
Seek  him  thou  shalt."     The  words  seemed  breathed  i  - 
upon  I  Si 

My  trembling  heart,  no  human  voice  I  hear. 
I  shudder,  but  my  purpose  falters  not. 


The  world  is  darkened.     On  my  spirit  falls 
A  nameless  fear,  yet  steadfast  I  persist 
In  my  desire.     A  distant  sound  I  hear 
Of  rushing  winds  which  nearer  grows  until 
They  whirl  upon  me,  snatching  me  away 
Into  an  unknown  realm.     The  darkness  flees 
And  on  the  sapphire  heavens  stream  the  rays 
Of  Paradise.     The  blissful  spirits  pass 
Upon  their  way  and  turn  to  gaze  on  me 
With  tender  pity,  knowing  not  my  guilt. 
But  seeing  on  my  lips  no  smile  of  peace. 
I  search  each  form  in  vain,  and  still  my  Guide- 
Attends  me,  leading  onward,  and  his  face 
Is  veiled  from  me  in  brightness.     Upward  still 
We  pass  through  throngs  of  blessed  ones,  aglow 
In  dazzling  robes ;  their  peace  and  triumph  seem 
To  mock  me  in  ray  bitter  loneliness. 
Still  onward,  till  there  shines  a  wondrous  light, 
Unutterably  pure  and  terrible. 
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It  is  the  Throne  of  God  which  gleams  afar, 
And  agonised  I  turn  away  my  face ; 
I  dare  not  venture  in  my  rebel  will 
To  meet  those  searching  Eyes.     Despairing  now, 
I  fly  from  Heaven.     Were  my  friend  indeed 
Among  the  blissful  he  had  surely  come 
To  meet  me,  and  I  seek  him  still  in  vain. 
My  Guide  draws  near  and  in  his  hidden  gaze 
I  feel  compassion  beams. 

Down  to  the  Earth 
We  swiftly  sink  through  purple,  mourning  clouds, 
And  from  the  world  a  moan  of  weariness 
And  sad  oppression  rises  from  those  souls 
Whose  lives  of  selfish  ease,  indifference 
To  noble  aspiration,  have  so  veiled 
The  light  of  Heaven  that  they  cannot  find 
The  homeward  path.     "  He  is  not  here,"  I  cry 
In  horror  as  I  hearken  to  the  sighs 
Of  drifting  spirits,  but  my  soul  is  chilled. 
Perchance  some  secret  sin  has  been  concealed 
Within  his  heart  which  chains  him  to  the  Earth ; 
And  now  I  watch  each  wretched  wanderer, 
His  face  disfigured  with  the  stains  of  guilt. 
Not  through  committed  crimes  but  from  neglect 
To  help  his  fellow-man.     Through  all  the  world 
I  fly  in  terror,  seeking  still  my  friend 
Among  these  woeful  ghosts. 
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The  Spirit  halts, 
And  once  again  I  feel  his  tender  eyes 
Gazing  upon  me.     With  uplifted  arm 
He  stays  me,  and  I  know  my  search  is  vain. 
Before  me  I  perceive  a  dreadful  mass 
Of  threatening  shadows  rolling  towards  the  Earth, 
Y^t  ever  driven  backward,  like  a  sea 
Of  sullen-heaving  waves,  and  through  the  gloom 
I  see  the  awful  phantoms  of  the  Lost. 
I  turn  in  agony  and  fling  myself 
Prostrate  before  my  Guide.     "  Ah,  no,  not  there  ! 
He  loved  me,  and  the  man  who  still  can  love 
Is  not  condemned  eternally.     Ah,  God, 
Have  mercy  on  his  soul.     Not  there  !     Not  there  ! ' 
"  Wilt  thou  still  seek  him,  or  repentest  thou 
Of  thy  rebellion  ?  "     And  the  gentle  voice 
Is  stern  and  sad.     "  Lead  on,  I  seek  him  still, 
Even  in  deepest  Hell,  if  I  may  bring 
Some  comfort  to  his  soul."     A  hand  is  laid 
Softly  upon  my  shoulder,     "  Then  arise, 
I  go  with  thee."     And  holding  fast  his  robe, 
I  pass  the  fearful  portal  of  the  damned. 
Strange  forms  seem  pressing  hard  upon  me  ;  thick 
The  foetid  air  with  evil,  and  the  sound 
Of  wicked  laughter  rings  and  echoes  wide. 
The  joy  of  devils  in  the  cruel  deeds 
Of  vile  mankind.     Into  my  brain  there  creep 
Such  hateful  thoughts  it  seems  I  too  must  turn 
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To  devil's  likeness.     But  my  Guide  flings  wide 

His  glorious  robe  and  wraps  me  in  its  folds 

To  screen  me  from  the  evil,  and  we  pass 

Unscathed  through  flames  of  sin  unspeakable. 

But  as  we  force  our  way  by  thronging  fiends 

Who  howl  in  awful  mirth,  I  feel  a  thrill 

Of  anguish  and  of  horror  shake  the  form 

Of  my  Protector,  and  behind  the  veil 

I  seem  to  read  such  pain  that  I  am  pierced 

With  sharp  remorse.     "  Oh,  pardon  me  ! "  I  cry, 

"  I  am  a  sinful  man.     I  have  defied 

The  will  of  God  in  seeking  my  lost  friend. 

For  him  I  dared  the  wrath  of  Heaven,  but  now 

My  sin  appals  me ;  I  have  dragged  to  Hell 

A  Spirit  from  his  bliss.     Let  us  depart ; 

My  quest  I  must  abandon  and  my  friend 

Is  lost  for  evermore." 

A  sudden  gale 
Of  purity  sweeps  through  the  dreadful  realm, 
And  I  behold  the  jewelled  evening  sky. 
The  sunset  gleaming  calm  and  innocent, 
And  still  beside  me  stands  my  patient  Guide, 
Radiant  in  his  glory — but  I  fall 
Face  downward  on  the  sward.     My  search  is  vain 
And  I  have  sinned  in  disobedience. 
May  God  forgive  me  and  show  mercy  now 
To  him  whom  I  may  hope  no  more  to  see. 
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But  through  my  tears  I  hear  a  loving  voice  : 

"  Look  up,  weep  not,  but  give  all  thanks  to  Him 

Who  sees  thy  penitence."     The  shrouding  veil 

Of  glory  is  removed.     I  see  the  face 

Of  him  who  has  so  tenderly  upheld 

And  led  me  in  my  quest.     Transfigured,  bright 

With  Heaven's  perfect  joy,  I  see  my  friend. 
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WHAT   IS   DEATH? 

What  is  Death  ? 

A  turgid  flood  ? 

A  shadowed  vale  ? 
Not  so. 

The  Dawn  of  Life, 

Eternal  Love. 
To  this  sweet  Death 
We  go. 
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DIES   PACIS 

A  VISION  of  the  night — no  more,  but  yet 
The  day  will  come  when  it  shall  be  fulfilled, 
The  yoke  of  the  oppressor  flung  aside 
And  over  all  the  Earth  the  glowing  plumes 
Of  Peace  shall  be  unfurled. 

Within  my  dream 
I  saw  a  prosperous  land  of  smiling  fields, 
Her  cities  rich  in  merchandise,  her  sons 
Strengthened  by  long  adversity  and  meet 
To  bear  the  new-forged  sceptre  of  their  power. 
Scattered  throughout  that  kingdom  stood  the  walls 
Of  ruined  temples,  towers  and  palaces. 
Splendid  in  desolation,  monuments 
Which  shall  for  ever  stand,  memorial 
Of  frantic  savagery,  unprovoked, 
And  of  a  people's  glorious  martyrdom. 
Then,  gazing  toward  the  sunset,  I  beheld 
The  sister  land,  she  who  had  stretched  her  arm 
To  shield  the  helpless  and  avenge  the  wronged. 
She  too  bore  scars,  the  bright  insignia 
Of  gallant  deeds,  more  glorious  than  her  crown 
Of  new  prosperity.     And  far  to  East 
There  shone  the  glory  of  a  mighty  realm. 
Swift  to  deal  vengeance,  strong  to  aid  the  weak. 
Now  crowned  with  victory. 
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I  heard  a  sound 
Of  solemn  chanting  swell  upon  the  wind, 
Triumphant,  sternly  joyous,  and  I  turned 
To  where  a  little  Island  floated  fair, 
White-girdled  and  wave-kissed,  the  snowy  clouds 
Above  her  proudly  sailing  like  the  fleets 
Of  gallant  ships  which  ever  guard  her  shores. 
The  song  rose  clear,  the  voices  of  her  sons 
Chanting  a  hymn  of  Empire  proud  and  free, 
Of  loyal  sonship  of  the  Mother  Land, 
Of  brotherhood  and  union,  each  with  each, 
Though  league  on  league  of  ocean  severs  them. 
Then,  as  the  melody  streamed  heavenward, 
As  if  an  echo  answered  from  the  clouds 
I  heard  a  faint  reply  of  whispered  song 
Which  stronger  grew  until,  from  Heaven's  Gate, 
The  anthem  poured  in  floods  of  harmony. 
The  spirits  of  the  heroes  who  had  passed 
To  greater  glory  joined  the  choirs  of  Earth 
In  songs  of  Victory. 
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BESIDE   STILL   WATERS 

Along  the  valley  where  the  river  sleeps, 

Rose-flushed  and  dimpling,  and  the  birds  chant  still 
Their  evensong  of  praise,  the  night  wind  chill 

Stirs  the  dead  leaves  and  through  the  woodland  sweeps. 

The  western  heavens  glow  as  downward  creeps 
To  rest  the  weary  sun,  and  glories  fill 
Each  field  and  pasture,  every  pool  and  rill ; 

In  peace  the  land  God's  benediction  steeps. 

O  quiet  valley,  sheltered  from  the  roar 
Of  battle,  where  no  echo  may  be  heard 
Of  strife  and  tumult,  naught  but  song  of  bird 

Which  trills  and  wavers,  and  is  still  once  more. 
Thy  fighting  sons  shall  yet  return  to  rest, 
To  find  in  thee  a  valley  of  the  blest. 
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